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thread and pleated with patches of blue stuff at the
waist.   She looked incredibly old.   She was pregnant.

The woman welcomed us with dignity and showed us
into her squalid tent. Then she brought us a bowl of
cold camel's milk, sharp and salty to taste, but refresh-
ing. Along the back cloth of the tent was stretched a
cord with loops hanging from it; a loop was put round
the necks of each little black lamb to prevent it from
straying at night. I was afraid she would kill one in
our honour. But her man was away, and the full pride
of hospitality was mercifully forsaken. The crone
threw some big lumps of dry camel-dung on to the fire
and began to roast coffee beans on a large flat spoon.
Next, she ground it with a mortar and pestle, and added
hael to give it fragrance. The coffee was delicious. A
woolly little child tottered into the tent with its arm-
round the neck of a baby goat. Auda produced our
cold arbud, which we shared with them, together with
our tea which they drank noisily out of politeness. After
food the woman produced a home-made pipe with a
metal pipe-cleaner attached to it by a chain; she lit up
expertly and puffed away through her wrinkled mouth
with contentment.

We slept on the open ground outside the tent. The
night was bitterly cold, so I kept on all my clothes,
including my boots. The desert sparkled in the moon-
light. I slept fitfully. Auda whimpered in his sleep as
if he were being beaten; perhaps he was dreaming of
some punishment in the Hejaz war. Neither the old
crone nor the camels seemed to sleep at all, for when-
ever I awoke she would be hissing, " Krrrh, Krrrh,
Krrrh/' to make the goats and camels lie down. Some-
times they would try to wander into the warmth of the
tent. The camels chewed steadily throughout the night.